I7o	BEYOND HORIZONS
than he did, and that gave me great satisfaction. Yet again, I don't
suppose the man even noticed it.
Such are the conceits and aberrations apt to fret men's nerves
when their lives hang long in the balance and they are cold and
starved. But besides taking offence, I could, it seemed, also give it.
One morning Amundsen said to me, a little maliciously, I thought:
"Ellsworth, what makes you sigh so much in your sleep? You are
always heaving those big sighs. They keep me awake."
I was struck with astonishment and shame. I didn't know I was
doing such a thing, though I did have vague recollections, when
I awoke from troubled sleep, of having had difficulty with my
breathing. What caused it, I don't know, for I never lost heart-
not at any minute.
Could it have been some monster, long ago shackled into the
deepest dungeon of my being, stirring and struggling for expression
while its captor was sunk in the unconsciousness of sleep ?
XIII   ESCAPE
J
UNE 6. We had been on the ice fifteen days, and our position
was as hopeless as ever. No lead had yet exposed water broad
enough for a seaplane's run. The ice of the frozen leads would
not bear the weight of the ship. The plane could not reach flying
speed on the snow.
Nine days to June 15, when we must take the supreme decision.
Riiser-Larsen had already announced his intention to start for
Greenland on June 15—on foot. If one man went with him, the
remaining four might not be able to launch the N 25, if the provi-
dential lead appeared. If that man happened to be Dietrichson,
there would be no pilot left with the ship. It was becoming evident
that we must all set out on that frightful journey. I didn't like to
think about June 15.
Wings brought us into the trap; wings must carry us out, if we
were ever to see civilisation again. That was the only conclusion

